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“Young man!” the detective bellowed  flereely.
Answirr me—yen or po—did som enter thiv hoose
btween the howrs of twelve and three o'clink this
T ’

L vosprang o his feet in pnger.
s time | have bieen aware of your motive and
Ltell you | have nothing further to say. |ns of
altering your opimion of my guilt—denals from me
woulld gnly e o waste of words and time,"

“Nou refuse to anawer 2"

I oda”

“Anmd you realiee
place you umler

Harrimgton hea Ie ery of agony, aml, turm-
g quickly about, he camioned Helen, who was
sevmingly about 1o speak, then stepping to the firo-
place he pulled a detter from his broam puowket, and,
with o hghining movement, theew ot Gmong  the

“Far

your refusal compels me 1o
test M

Irning logs
ey aprang to his feet, but either the threaten-
oy 1y 4 standing guard over the fire-place,

or the uselesaness of Irying to recover the burning
paper, suddenly cavsed 8 chinge of mind, and in-
stantly he resumed his former position.  This the
note Helen had wreitten the night before was ile-
#royel

Mr. Winalow, who liad lwen staring into space,
apparently unille to compreliend or unwilling (w
believe e conn eurs, was suddenly galvanized inio

B osort of supericial life. with the moveinent, A
britter smile fhatrered across his face and the detece
tves oovamation foumd owm b bis eves, und when

e

be the words [ell foom bs mouth with
ailam 3

it aeverny.  USo—vou are the man who
daved o wpak 1 me of honor—you lispoe I

Harringion flinchied under the epithor; oy Wosd
rishied to his face and he stroggled fierecly b retain

Tmuclf  Hilen, too, béard the words; her eyes
fadily danced with indignation, hee delicate fingers
etrled Gl every nail pressed deep into the sit palm,

anid she lurst into the room

Jack aprame dorwird wod met her lall way, Again
be tried o prevail vpon her. “For God's sake—
don't!?™ he implored,

She looked at bim, then at her father wnd stoodl
irresolute, They were near the door leading into
the stwly, and as Helen became conscions of it hor
eyes gave o leap, she placed o hand on bis arm and
whispered earnestly : “To silence a woman one must
yield 1o hér wishes ™

“What would you buve me do ™

“Fly into that rocm—slam the door after yon—
run upsiairs and into Tom's room, but first throw
apen the window in there—it will lead them to be-
Yieve you jumped throveh it”

Harrington listened in anvacemont. still he knew
Helen would not be sifenr an instant adter slie had
bis refusal, her Mushing e es gave ovidonce of that
and he wavered reluctamtly, "Put Helen—it would
only defer the thing—s few hours, perhops” he
ly, and fartively glunced at his aceaser,
sevmud in no horn
ton wfter his stubborn
demennor during the inquisition had (rogen Maooney's
wrath, Somehow he was beginning 1o (del loss pure
af Wa man, and while the yoang couple eomyversed
s earncatly be sank back in the soft leather, eing
advantage of the time with rapid thinking  Nothing
escaped hin sheewd, invisible eyes, onee his body
shifted a trifle, then trange light Hashed across
Kin fuce and he gripped tightly the srms of e chair

Helen glanced quickly abioat the room and her
exes settled upon the man at her shile.  She woniderad
at his compostire and was sure lie was the Mirongest
most forcible man on earth and vet thie most wenil
the hardest to manage and yer manageable:
realized now more than ever how much she Joved
him, wnd tremblod

“y you must go—aor 't die” she erfed
They shall not have vou—you shall not

Oh, Jack! think of your fname—your
business—please go”

The last two words were seareely anditile, hut thelr
pathos thrilled his heart. Care and trouble had not
counterd in the environments surrommding Harring-
ton's Tife, and the unaccustomed anxicty of the past
two days was beginning to tell—his NErYes were
strained to the hreaking voint, Gla ine st the men
who would deprive him his liberty 5 enld chill erept
unpleasantly wo and down his spine, then he looked
at the frail gir] standing by to roli them of the
prize. He smiled fainthy drew a deen hrea'h and
threw back his head.  “Between the devil and the
deop Blie sea” he murmured. and before the aston-
inhed detectives eoulsd prevent i, he was gone

Milfard sprang after him wih an oath, but the
eirl barred the door with outktretched arms anil
head thrown back: her oyes blazed defiance “Dan't
vou daee toveh me"” she eried

he detoctive wha would have forced his way
past her  stopped short at the warning. At that
inatant the window fn the et room wan thrown
ofn, he I-nl-nrrl it and, fearing his wan wotild wein
toa much e, turned and rapidly Tefy the house by
another exit

\lnnlnﬂ- had risen. Tt hecame his duty 10 remind
the spirted young lady of her ofence—her erious
offence; interfering with the duties of an officer,

He did so—tried to speak gravely, but the words
rang supcriicially weak in bis eurs, while hig heart
applawded hee bravers, and knew a smile played on
Wik countenance at the alisurdity of the charge
Miss Winslow turned apon him. "I know | am
iterfering with your persocution of an innocent
man. and T know you shall not take him away while
I can prevent it It is you who must be reminded
of the 1 ¢ wrong—you who lave decided upon
man’s i hecatse of a flimsy circumstance—de
wiltiplicity of shameful blom cast upon
Is of justice in this same manner—coupled
mental torture of yodr victims.”
Pantsingg nn instant, her eyes swept past the de-
teetive aml olwlously igeored his presence.  Her
Do rose and fell rapdly, while the very Oppres-
s of the room whipped ber passion fury
comtinued  distracted] “Father, do you
think there is no limit 1o my endorance—ean you
not realize my heart is breaking? Must 1 in tiren
follow my noble brother whom you have cast aside
becauwie lie hay disploased you—because he has dared
. the woman he loves?  Must | stand alone in
¢ of the man whose wife | hope (o become?

Aee you pot satishicd with having tried to ruin him
in the business you urged him to follow—must you
also drog his name in the mire by permitting these
men te weave 4 net of evidence around him—so con-
vincing that all the world shall pronounce him guilty

"

of a crime he did pot commit.

The great financicer liste
way to his davnghter—his little girl—who had
suddenly grown to womanhood, and as each pas-

without b hi

sjonate word sank deep into his soul he was only
conscioun of being confronted by a_beautifnl, de-
hant woman., who appeared majestic as on‘ly a
woman can when she places hersell between im-
pending danger and the shie loves.

With each quive i ng wave of emotion
deeper and decper grew the 1?nta of pain in his
white face, When the echo of her voice died
upon his ears he tried to speak, his lps moved,
yet no word emanated from them, and with a
groan of anguish, his head sank onto his breaat.

Instantly, and with the wonderful § i

“Impression!” she repeated seornfully. “What
a grand thing it must seem, to defen 5 you
think—1 bave dote—a thief."”

“No—you misunderstand me. T was not think-
ing of his innocence or guilt when answering you
—aply your faith in him_which suggested a
goud deal to my mind. Hot would you have me
drop the case?" he asked, suddenly, and the ‘picmv
ing glance he cast upon her seemed to drill its
way into her soul %

“No,” came the firm rrﬁly. “Not until dooms-
day il needs be—not until you have cleared Mr,
Harrington's name of the blot you have cast upon
bl

Maooney smiled, The guestion was but “ne of
the stggesions her attitude had conveyed 5 him,
and \\-rli her answer things began to take definite
shape in his mind. “The impression is .ru:rin;
stronger,” he said affably. “Miss Winslow," he
continued, and in his voice there was a tinge of
bitterness, "l venture to say, at some time during
the life of every man and many women, we de-
tectives are cursed for the things we do—or cen-
sured for those we fail to do, and at this minute 1
fancy you are in the latter class, thinking me a
blockhead and so forth” He glanced up and
umiled, but his listener remained sileat. “Some-
times 1 wonder if the lnity ever stop to consider
how we are forced to grovel about in the dark,
grasping at straws like drowning men, often des-
perately snatching at things to which there isn't
substatice enough to hang—and we fail. I admit
we make miall‘hﬂ in little things, but in the long
run we are very sure of ourselyes.”

“Then you adniit your error®

“Not altogether, Harrington did come here
last night"—he again becanie the case-hardencd
detective—"and you knew he was coming."

Miss Winslow becume suddenly rigid,
do know that? she gasped.

“I didn't until this minute, but it is all 1 need
to know—ihe rest is easy, though had you told
me at first, it would have spared you unnecessary
riﬂ-" He resorted to an old trick that had served

im well; the rest was not easy, its intricacy was
maddening, but to hide the lic he spoke tﬁwl!.
convincingly, though with an air of solicitude to
draw her out. He was positive that whatever
Ihdrr::‘non h-g “c'llune the l[light before—she knew
an st out. “I'm sorry—very sorry,
but, of course, there wis & reason for your silence
and it is the one thing | cannot grasp”

Helen's frigid demeanor slowly gave way until

nally she began to wonder at the cleverness of
the man and stared for some scconds in utier
amaremoent.

“Father's anger,” she breathed dreamily.

“Why, yes—of :ournc—nurld of me!"” ex-
claimed Mooney. and to himself, “At tas"
Then aloud, he continued: “Miss
have a number of very trying questions to ask
and 1 hope you will pardon me fos ing youo
look too worn and worried ta be tortu with
any more of this. Will you please tell Mr, Har-
?i“'ran I would like very much to confer with

m

She lurched forward and clutched at a corner
of the massive library table, and leaned toward
him, breathing hard,” “What leads you to—to
brlit"“ I know where he is?" she managed to
ask,

“Your eves are 30 expressive” he
“Wh

“How

-/
of her sex, Helen agaln became the gentle, sym-
pathetic girl, Springing forward she threw her
l(r:nn about his neck and sank to her knees at his
side,

"Daddy! Daddy! Forgive me—! didn't mean
to hurt you so— Oh! what have 1 done—what
have 1 sald!”  Her strenuth gave awny, & heart-
rendering sob convulsed her and grateful tears
sprang into her burning eyes.

Stowly her father raised his head: years were
heaped upon bim during these few ngonizing mo-
meits, though his face was strangely soft. Plae-
Ing a hand on her head he caressed her tenderly,
soothingly

.\I-nmr{ blinked his eyes and swallowed hard
ngninst the rising lump in his throat, though in-
durated by his profession and contaet with all
sorts of people, and deplored the moment this
case had been assigned. to him,

Mr, Winslow ussisted Helen 1o her feet and
almost fervently he kissed her on the forehesd:
then turning toward the detective he struightensd
rcrrrp!ibl\r. vet spoke with quivering voice: “We
have made n grave mistake. The man does not
live who could he guilte of any erime and he loved
by such o woman” He walked from the room
as guietly and decisively as he had spoken

Helen waited until he was no longer within
range of her volee. “And you? she asked eng-
erly of the detective.

I confess—Miss—you have made a great im-
pression upos me, too

' he replied amil
ingly, tn you were directing his get-awa
shoot npvms
had told hi ud : 5
n“rlo_. m ul: o upstairs
word of honr that you sincerely believe
-
e ran the
room.
view of eventa the case as they npow
all—hack
or after the robbery—what the devil kept

I watched you—saw r glance
and when he aprang l’r:; 'El
u are & wirard. You
say know what hﬂnhl w': r;w
“You have," he replicd pro
“Then wait,” and ;omﬁ,
Light was breaking into the darkness, Mooney
dropped into a clu‘nr and :llllﬂ a rapid re-
1 siood,
dividing them into two sets.  Ha Mine
Winslow—and the neckiace: A pair of erookse
a ‘Ixnlmh'ed Ihl'l.‘—dlﬂd T e'l|ela }ab.d By‘l‘bell of
t
S it 0 i e A
out until three o'clock—and how .d'ls the neck-
lace get back to the safe? he mu. I::ud. un-

mr;kﬂotill nfﬁluunl er's  presence,  wi
wal nto the room
and mrh;td his Dﬂmlcfim.. g
“Ferhaps T can_ enlighten you™
He dfrf;htmut at the words and looked
sharnly at the speaker, “That is why 1 sent for
m"'l: h"l “t‘:"gmﬁ d that have hit
Am understan you have
 likely elue—or T should swy—d vﬂ:ﬁ:
mw?‘E yn;rd the other. oy £y N
"Mr. Harrington—I'm not to be a

ative man, nor am 1 offeri wlogy, What

. MOr & offering apol Yy

ha has happened, and to tell the truth I'm

wlad of It hm.mmymmmm

sfand why, but for the present try to be satisfied
(Chmtinwed om pare 1)




